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SCENE 1 


The front of a tent. A rickety door is set in the middle; the cloth is 
thin enough to let a light pass through from the inside. (This light 
burns day and night.) FIGMO enters from the door, a rolled-up 
map under his arm, shrugs as if what had gone on in the tent was 
a little beyond comprehension. ZWARDOWSKI ambles on, 
sloppily dressed, swinging a lightly-packed duffle bag. FIGMO - 
looks in his direction, pretends to see nothing, turns to a bulletin 
board which faces the audience and uses the tacks there to pin up 
the map. This done, he steps back and to the side, 
ZWARDOWSKI at his shoulder. Thé map shows an irregular 
blue line within a red line made up of dashes. Tents are depicted 
inside the blue perimeter. In the upper right-hand corner there is 
a vertical string of three oriental-looking letters. 
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ZWARDOWSKI: This American Army or the fuckin 
Chinese? ; 

FIGMO Wot turning arqund): The latést from our leader. 


- ~, ZWARDOWSKI: Tell. you where the moose are? 


FIGMO: If you got the balls for it you’ll find them outside 


- | that red line—or maybe between the dashes. According to 


‘the . . . limited intelligence of Sergeant Waterman, there. 
are Chinese troops behind that red line. 

ZWARDOWSKI (Pressing closer): Yeah, sure. I just come 
through . . . there. (Tracing a line as FIGMO turns to him) 
Didn’t see a fuckin thing. No sweat. Whole goddamm place 
looked like a beach. 

FIGMO: It was vacuumed clean in the great big battle. 

* Waterman was here then too—he thinks. Surrounded three 

-days and nights with his boots full of blood. (pause) He 
shrieks a lot at night. 

ZWARDOWSKI: Listen, if it’s going to be war stories let 
me get a pot from the cook. (He ducks and covers his head 

‘with his arms, makes noises to simulate exploding shells. 
GREASE enters, filthy from head to toe.) 

.GREASE: Goddamm it Figmo I don’t care if you got a week 
or a month left, you better get me those goddamm parts. I 
been waiting three weeks since that jackass Lyle . . . (He 
notices ZN PRDOW a and literally mons in increased 
anger.) 

FIGMO: Oh come off it will you Grease? I’ve been on the 
radio to division supply every fuckin day for the past week. 


~. They swear they gave the parts to. . 


GREASE: They’ll swear to anything. They’re like you. ~ 

_ Anyway won’t be my ass gets in a sling if the showers break 
' down. You'll get extended Figmo. You'll be over here till 

you’re an old man. And you’ ll be crying and bitching all the 

time then too 

FIGMO: This is Grease 
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ZWARDOWSKI: It sure as hell is. (either offers to shake 
hands.) How close are you? (GREASE starts walking off 
—he has heard it before.) 

FIGMO (Fearfully): Pretty soon just one little month. 
(implores heaven) Oh God please don’t fuck me up. 
ZWARDOWSKI: So that there’s why you’re the Figmo in 
this halfass outfit. Fuck it, got my orders. Really got your. © 
orders? What’s your first name? 
GREASE (Stopping): You remember what I said, Figmo! 
You know Waterman’ll blow up if those showers stop 
again. They got to go twenty-four hours a day. And he 
knows they stopped if his light goes out. 

FIGMO ([gnoring GREASE): Made up my own orders be- 
fore I left division, even got the numbnuts Lieutenant to 
sign them. 


GREASE exits, muttering when out of sight. 


GREASE: These fuckers think they’re going to fuck me but 
I’m going to fuck the fuckers. 

FIGMO: Grease is our poet. 

ZWARDOWSKI: If he had a brain it’d scare him. 
FIGMO: We’re all scared here. 

ZWARDOWSKI: My fuckin mouth got trenchfoot. Anthing 
to drink? 

FIGMO: Plenty of beer. 
ZWARDOWSKI: Shit! There’s a lot of things not fast 
enough for me, son. (FIGMO starts leaving; ZWAR- 
DOWSKI holds him with an arm.) Hey! How come you left . 
division for this happy outfit? 

FIGMO: Same reason you’re here. Course I didn’ t get | 
drunk and light lamps so Charlie’s artillery could zero in. 
Two killed? 

ZWARDOWSKI: They’ re fuckin better off. 
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. 'FIGMO: But I did fuck up. That’ s why ses boly gets: sent 


to. the glorious Fourth Shower Point of the courageous 


Eighth Army—except Waterman. 

ZWARDOWSKI: How does Waterman rate? 

FIGMO: Waterman was supposed to go home on a psychiat- 
ric something but we had him at division putting in type- 
writer ribbons for a month. He did about one—real shaky 
fingers. (grotesquely demonstrates). 
ZWARDOWSKI: Happens to all live heroes. 

FIGMO: Anyway we couldn’t cut any orders on him cause 
we couldn’t find the outfit he came from. Wiped out except 
for him. Then this opening came up for a Master Sergeant or 


~ _§.F.C. to run a shower point. I mean what the hell! Water- 
man. Shower point. I couldn’t resist it. But then the fuck- 


brain Lieutenant found out and sent me here too. 
ZWARDOWSKI: Good ole army justice. Does Waterman 
know? 

FIGMO: I guess. Doesn’t make any difference what 


~ Waterman knows. It really doesn’t. (Musing): Anyway he 


was such a boring pain in the ass at division, telling every-. 


~~ body how his men died all around him, name by name yet, 


and how Charlie came in waves, playing fuckin har- 
monicas. 


' ZWARDOWSKI: And how his boots commenced filling up 


with blood and just ruined his G. I. socks to hell. 
FIGMO: Yeah. I really had to get him out of there. He was 


" scaring all the officers: (ZWARDOWSKI lights up a cigar, 


sits down on his duffle bag.) 


‘ZWARDOWSKL So we’ re behind enemy lines for G.I.’s te 


. take showers and scrape the crud off. We getting combat 


pay? 
FIGMO: All the lines are in Waterman’s head. If we were 


_any further back we’d be in Japan. 


~ “'ZWARDOWSKI: Now that there’s an idea. Oh... 
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my . . . yes (writhing) those nice little Nippon twats. They 

take if from you and you gotta beg for it back. Got to get me 

a moose pretty soon, nice, ole moose-ah-may. Get me _ 
another dose of clap and a long rest in the hospital. I'd pay 

ten bucks for just a short time. / 
FIGMO: Not here Sarge. This is way out in the boondocks. ~ © __ 
ZWARDOWSKI (spotting JUNIOR): Then maybe a young 
boy... 


JUNIOR enters and ZWARDOWSKI springs up. 


FIGMO: Come on over here Junior. Meet the sergeant _ 
who’s going to run the laundry. (JUNIOR strides up as:if 
reacting to a challenge.) : 
ZWARDOWSKI: Jesus Christ! Old trooper of More War 

Two and 1’m fuckin running a laundry. 

JUNIOR (Offering his hand and smiling): Don’t worry 

about it. The clothes always come out dirtier than they went 

in anyways. Only the fuckin Gooks complain. They’ ve been 

plowing up shit all their lives and they want clean clothes. 


ZWARDOWSKI continues to hold his hand. 


JUNIOR: Hey give it back will you? Sarge? (pretended 
panic) 
FIGMO: Junior’!! show you to your hotel and scrounge up a 
cot. 

ZWARDOWSKI: Am I staying with you Junior? 
JUNIOR: You don’t know, do you?: This here another 
ballbreaker like Corporal Good? . 
FIGMO: There are no ballbreakers like Corporal Good. . 
He’s fuckin unique. : 
JUNIOR (falsetto as he Starts exiting): And I been think- 
ing you and Good were real asshole buddies. 
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ZWARDOWSKI (Hastity getting his duffle ee in order to 
‘ followy: Now what you want to talk ‘like that for? It don’t 
os ‘Seem natural to hear all that swearing come out of you. (to 
-.. .’.* FIGMO): Especially somebody walks like that. 
".-. FIGMO: You can see Waterman tomorrow. He’ll be play- 
ing with his maps the rest of the day. 


ee SCENE 2 


Night. Same setting as scene _1._A light shines through 
_. WATERMAN ’s tent. FIGMO stands over ZWARDOWSKI 
who's unconscious. 


FIGMO (4 louder whisper each time): Good... 
Good . . . Good! Geddammit, you deaf as well as dumb? 
(GOOD enters.) 
GOOD (Sarcastically): What do you want, P. F. C. Van 
Arden? 
; FIGMO: Give me a hand with this guy. Got to get him out 
a of here before Waterman sees him. 

GOOD (Now standing over ZWARDOWSKD): I haven’t 
had the pleasure. 
FIGMO: This is the new sergeant for the laundry. Water- 
man hasn’t even seen him yet 


‘. 
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-GOOD: Then he’s not officially drunk I suppose. Oh my _ 
God he smells like vomit and pine trees. 
-FIGMO: He bought a case of aftershave from me at the PX. 
Said he liked to splash it all over him. : 
GOOD: Some fell into his mouth (starts to help lift him) and 
out. Phew! . 
FIGMO: Can’t you lift your fuckin end for once? 
GOOD: My my. I though we were going to do this together. 
I didn’t realize that you had to be in charge. 
FIGMO: Let’s go! He’s in with you and Junior. 
GOOD (Breathless as they carry him): Surely you jest. 
FIGMO: Why he’s a divine creature, Good. You of all : 
people must know that. 7g 

. GOOD: Indeed I do, but he has forgotten. 
FIGMO: You set him right then and you’ll do all of us a | 
favor. Okay? : 
GOOD: I’d like to, although it’s hard for me to stretch my. .-. 
Christian charity to include the likes of you Van Arden. , 
(They drop ZWARDOWSKI and he groans.) zo 
FIGMO: You really do hate me, don’t you Good? It’s the a 
only fuckin happiness I got in life. 
GOOD: Indeed I do and I pray every night for God to 
forgive me. 
FIGMO: Let’s try again goody Good. Whew. Jesus H. - 
Christ. He’s dead weight, just like you. 

_ GOOD: You obnoxious, soulless . . . prick! 
FIGMO: I forgive you. Oh Good Good Good. I just tell you 
the truth. You know, how you came in here strong for 
Christ and the bible. And we listened to you—that’s the. 
mother fuckin weird part. The body is a femple or some 
such shit, and not to be violated. Then you came down with 
‘*‘pie-dough-key.’’ VD for Christ? : 


Pause as they are both breathing too hard to talk. 
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GOOD: I have been . . . resanctifying my body. God for- 
‘gives. ; 
- FIGMO: Just . . . keep it in your pants from now on. 


: They stagger off with their. burden. 


SCENE 3 


; Inside atent. GOOD sits on a box as ZWARDOWSKI snores on 
a cot. JUNIOR enters. 


JUNIOR: When did that crawl in? 

GOOD (Still panting): Carried ... me... Fig . 
JUNIOR: Boy what a bum! 

GOOD: What’s that all over your bunk? 

JUNIOR: Cigarettes, Hershey bars, case of Yoo Hoo 
Chocolate, two cases. of Lucky Lager and (pushing things 
aside to look through pile) and (amazed) tiepins. 

GOOD: Thought you were broke. (JUNIOR starts unwrap- 
ping Hershey bar.) 

JUNIOR (Pointing Hershey bar): He bought it. 

GOOD: For you? 

JUNIOR: I guess. x 
GOOD: What for? 


JUNIOR: Cause he’s an old queer or something and he 
wants me to be queer with him. I ain’t though. 
GOOD: You ought to give it back. 


- JUNIOR: Fuck him. He give me a lot of grief difeady. 
Telling me how we were all so lonely and all that kind of © 


shit. 


GOOD: Don’t take any of it Junior. I'll help you pile itover 


by him. He’ s too rough for you. He may even try to force 
you. - 
JUNIOR: That'll be the fuckin day. I can handle any old 


queer sergeant. That'll be the fuckin day! (Takes a Surious es 


bite from his Hershey bar) 
GOOD: Why do you think he’s after you? 
JUNIOR; How the fuck do I know? 


_ GOOD: Well do you think you said anything or did 


anything ...uh. 
JUNIOR: What the fuck you getting at, Good? 


GOOD: Well... uh... you may be encouraging him. - 


without knowing it. 

JUNIOR: I shook his fuckin hand and he fuckin near came! 
You should see the money he got! Maybe I’ get that money 
and bug out of here for a week. Leave him moaning. 


GOOD: That wouldn’t be right. Now you know that “ 


wouldn’t be right. 

JUNIOR: Hey! Father Good! They got queers where I come 
from too you know. I know what the fuck you do to queers. 
Pll fix that boozy old fucker. And I’ll make him beg and 
pay and Ill give him shit. Overcome with laughter he falls 


down on his loaded cot and pounds himself and shrieks. 2 


Laugh, Good, it’s funny. 


GOOD: And I spent hours talking to you about Christ, ‘about 


' making your life mean something! 


JUNIOR: I’m just a bad ass, and that old fucker is going to - 


find out p. d. a: 
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| GOOD: ‘Watch youtself Junior. If fie ropes you into it you'll 
- regret it. 


¢ 


~. JUNIOR: You fucking crazy Good? (sits up with revelation) 


Unless you’ re talking from experience. 
GOOD: Some. Yes. 
JUNIOR (Seductively playing, sk hostile): Just keep your 


- hands off of me Good. (gets up and starts mincing around) 1 


still have my cherry. 


. GOOD: If... . if... 


JUNIOR: Yeeececeesssss? 


. GOOD: I could get you to feel more—about life and about 


Christ. To find something you can hold onto,.anything! To 
put at the center of your life. I worry about you Junior. I 
can’t help it I worry about you. 

JUNIOR: Oh yeah, feel! You were a queer, weren’t you 
Good? 

GOOD: That’s putting it strongly but... yes. Among 
other things. 
JUNIOR: And he tells me! - 

GOOD: Why not? 

JUNIOR: Cause it’s going to make me keep the fuck away 


‘from you is all. 


GOOD: Why? 


~ JUNIOR: Why? Cause I had queers chasing me all my life. 


GOOD: I’m not chasing you. 


JUNIOR: You ain’t huh? Then why the fuck you telling 


me... 

GOOD: To be honest with you—keep you from making a 
mistake. And. because we’re brothers and we must be 
brothers or our individual loneliness will kill us. 

JUNIOR (Scathing): You talk just like Zwardowski. 


SCENE 4 


Morning. Outside Waterman’ s tent. JUNIOR is reading bulletin 
board, doesn’ t at first notice ZNARDOWSKI. 


JUNIOR (Almost spitting): You keep the fuck away from 


me Zwardowski! J ain’t no fuckin queer. You’re just an old. - 


fuckin queer. That’s what you are. You stay away from me. 


‘ ZWARDOWSKE: Cool it, will you Junior? I don’t want. 


nothing from you. 

JUNIOR: Then why you put all that stuff on my bunk? 
ZWARDOWSKI: Being nice for Cri-sakes. (puts arm 
around his shoulder but JUNIOR shakes it off) I got it now, 
so, what the hell! When you got it . . . you know. Besides, 
how much can a private make? You must be out of money 
most of the time. 
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~ * JUNIOR: Yeah? Well it don’t mean nothing if I am. I’m not 
' going to lay down for some old queer—that’s one fuckin 


thing I know. 

ZWARDOWSKI (fries to calm him): SHHHHH. (He's 
afraid WATERMAN will hear.) 

JUNIOR: And tiepins? What the Jesus Christ I’m going to 


‘do with tiepins? Wear these fuckin fatigues all the time. 


Don’t wear no ties. (He’s flirting .) Tiepin of a fish jumping! 
ZWARDOWSKI (Grightening): Well you ain’t going to be 
here all the time, are you? Hey maybe we can get nR & R 
together. I can introduce you to some Japanese women 
fuckin near kill ya. 

JUNIOR: Any time. 


‘ZWARDOWSKI: Hey! And I’m a sergeant. I can talk to 
- whatsisname? Waterman. 


JUNIOR: Don’t do me no favors. 


~. ZWARDOWSKI: Now that’s exactly what I’! m going to do. 


We're going to be buddies. 

JUNIOR (Gcornful; shouting): Then how about a cigarette, 
Buddy? (thrusts Camels at him) Not your brand, right 
Sergeant, Buddy, queer? (aughs) 

ZWARDOWSKI: Cool it. Please Junior. My head feels like 
it’s fuckin screwed on backwards. 

JUNIOR: Then I'll have one. (Lights a cigarette and throws 
the match at ZWARDOWSKI’s feet, then turns and goes.) 


ZWARDOWSKI shrugs and scratches, tries to get his queers in 
some order. FIGMO enters from tent. 


FIGMO: Can’t you guys . . . ? Oh? Waterman can see you 
now. You still smell like partagel in the woods and you look 
like fuckin hell, so why you smiling? 

ZWARDOWSKI: At Junior. See that smoke? That’s from 
cigarettes I give him. (Hooks his arm around FIGMO’S 
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neck to draw him closer.) Pll have it up his ass in a week 
and I’ll keep it there for all the time I’m in this lousy outfit. 
(ZWARDOWSKI enters tent, leaving FIGMO somewhat | 
Shaken. GREASE enters.) 

-GREASE: No fuckin parts yet, huh Figmo? The showers are 
‘going to run without them I suppose. We had guys like you 
at home, Figmo, lazy fuckers like you. I hope you rot here. 
I truly. do. (Exits. A protracted silence before FIGMO 
speaks.) 
FIGMO: That’s what I like most about the army, the oppor- 
tunity to associate with such decent human beings. 


SCENE 5 


Inside WATERMAN’S tent. Around a table containing many 
rolled-up maps JESUS, EVELYN, and MAJOR KIMare seated. 


on chairs or whatever. They are all at different heights. JESUS -_ 


wears a splashy Hawaiian sports shirt and slacks; EVELYN a 
matronly dress. WATERMAN bustles around trying to make 
everyone comfortable. 


WATERMAN: I’m awfully sorrry I don’t have anything 
decent. We had some Lorna Doones but Figmo—he’s my 
clerk and our PX man—he auctioned them off for the Red 
Cross drive. Here, uh . . . He pushes maps aside.to.show 
them the plate.) _ - 
KIM (Who speaks crisply, becomes almost enraged if stuck 
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‘for a-word; holding up cracker ‘This fstoities fine. I'm 
' soldier, not diplomat. 
JESUS: Yes indeed, unusual taste. 
EVELYN: Salty certainly . . . but if you have tea . . . (She 
pretends to be fragile.) 
WATERMAN: All the rations we’re eating now, these too, 
come from stuff made for the. last war. Our mechanic 
"Grease is the cook until division comes through with a real 
one, and he just throws the cans into boiling water. Fish- 
cakes and beans, hamburgers in gravy, spaghetti with meat 
sauce... 
EVELYN (Distant sarcasm): I’m sure that they’re delight- 
~ ful. 
JESUS (Thrilled): This is im first time I’ ve eaten anything 
from a can. 
KIM: Perhaps you Americans are war mongers just to 
make . . . empty your warehouses. I hope they are fair . . . 
large. If you fight in Asia they must be large as country of 
United States. Napoleon could used youg warehouses, sys- 
tem in supply. We admire. It is only thing we admire. 
WATERMAN: They mention Napoleon in a lot of books I 
. get from Stars and Stripes. 
EVELYN: Allard reads all of the time. War things. Squad 
Tactics. Rules of Battle and whatnot. I like romances, espe- 
cially about the English or the Bible. 
. KIM: Then is here someone can tell you what true and what 
not true—in Bible. 
‘JESUS (Chewing a cracker): A little exaggeration. Much 
the same way a vacation resort is made to look prettier in the 
photographs. 
EVELYN: I’m glad Reverend Larkspur isn’t here to listen 
_ to that. 
. WATERMAN (it explodes from him): No he’d shit a brick! 
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Gis outburst is irrational. It utterly defeats -him since he 
thought he had control.) . 
EVELYN: Allard! 
JESUS: No no it’s all right. I never was anything like the 
Reverend Larkspurs anyway, and I’ve changed a lot from: 
the guy you’ve read about. I wouldn’t do things quite the 
same way now. 

WATERMAN: Sorry sorry . . . on the edge . . . the edge. 
(He fusses at the table, sweeps some maps to the floor.) ~~ 


EVELYN gets up, walks to JESUS. 


EVELYN (Standing behind JESUS): This is not the man I 
married. This man is all apart..And there has been a sex 
problem for years. (Pause as JESUS turns his head.) Allard 
cares only for his own pleasure. 

JESUS (Looking at WATERMAN): I’ 1 do what I can but 
don’t expect any miracles. - 
WATERMAN (Rearranging crackers on plate): These 
crackers are soggy, lousy. - 
EVELYN Getting up): Allard, you sit in my chair. and r i 
get the tea. 


WATERMAN sits gravely down, grasps the table for a long _. - 
while. ° : ; 


‘WATERMAN (False heartiness): Well now! Uh, well I 
thought Jesus, having the most experience, should be - 
chairman. O° 

JESUS (Amazed): But I have no experience at all in commit- 
tee work. 

KIM: I would object. I have no . . . (rubs a fist into his 
temple trying to think of word) 
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JESUS: Authorization. 

‘KIM: Right. Author-zation for formal meeting. As morale 
officer my battalion my job is find out why showers are all 
broke down so much! (a short, leaden silence) Having Jesus 
Christ for chairman is just Occidental way save face. 

_ EVELYN (Bringing cup): And a nice cup of tea for Jesus, 
uh, Mr. Christ. 

JESUS: Please. Don’t fuss. Anyway, if it’s all right with 
you, I’d just as soon have a beer. (She recoils, shoves cup to 
KIM.) , 
“WATERMAN: Under my bunk Ewvie. 


She takes a while- 


EVELYN: Mess! 


And WATERMAN seems to want to wait for her. 


KIM: I must to get back. Can’t we talk showers? Other - 


things between you, wife, Jesus Christ—not my activity. 
WATERMAN (Quizzical): Division said they released the 
parts to really make the showers A-1. 

~ KIM: Oh I am little guilty this one. It was practice and we 
think dunimy mine but (slaps his hands, frightening 


EVELYN who gingerly hands JESUS a can of beer) it goes. 


- off. It was fellow with parts but they get . . . smackered. 
And he . . . (shrugs) 
JESUS: Ah yes, that would be Corporal Lyle. 
KIM (Taking out a folded piece of paper): US 51186921. 
(stiffly): Sergeant Waterman please accept apologies 
People’s Republic of China. 
WATERMAN: Not at all. Now I know. where Lyle went. 
And his jeep. (fishing out a clipboard from the table) There. 
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were other fellows I’d like . . . (EVELYN drifts towards . 
JESUS.) 

EYELYN (Hovering): Is this Corporal Lyle with you now? 
JESUS: Yes. (KIM makes scoffing sound.) 

WATERMAN and EVELYN: What’s it like? 

JESUS (rinks, laughs): 1 . . . wouldn’t know how to say 
it. There are no words or concepts. I just can’t. It’s . 
another dimension—that’s the closest I can come. Man ica a 
baby, a baby, I. . . just can’t. 
KIM: And J can t. . Speak at the religion. But will get 


parts for showers. Give me list and I get from Hong Kong it in. 


one, two days. 

WATERMAN: That’s white of you. 

KIM (miles): Not at all. 

WATERMAN (Snappish): This is not news of course. Fact 
that you guys use the showers. After all, we found a 
Chinese winter uniform in the laundry—those quilty things. 
KIM: We like return. 

WATERMAN: Of course, if I find out the answers to some 
questions. 
KIM: If I can... provide. (coughs, as EVELYN is 
sweeping) 
WATERMAN: My maps and the intelligence I gathered 
indicate that our unit is behind your lines. 

KIM: Correct. : 

WATERMAN: But how? p 

KIM: Simple. We infiltrate about three month ago and 
American and South Korean outfits, left and right, bug out. 
We miss you in sweep. Then we find out what you are 
we—how you say?— adopt you. You are pet. We let trucks © 
of G.I.’s through for take showers, we send our boys in 
Republic of Korea uniform. (EVELYN makes -them all lift 
feet as she sweeps. ) 
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WATERMAN: But how about our boys who leave this out-. 


fit for R & R or just an errand? Nobody ever comes back. 
KIM: Policy. We want for Lyle come back. He has parts for 
- Showers. Do how you say? Exception. You know is miracle 
‘how.you read old Japanese map. I send you nice set our new 
ones. 
WATERMAN: Thanks but I got another question. 
JESUS: Oh! (@s if waking up): and this concerns me in a 
way. 
WATERMAN (Kind of whispered screech): There was a 
valley, a little valley like this . . . about a year ago... .. 
JESUS: Let me ask. It’s too painful for him. Is this what the 
newspapers called the Blood Bowl? 


KIM: I don’t read your newspapers. Its name don’t know - 


but terrible battle here. There are caves where men... 
- boiled. 
_EVELYN (Polite): That would be broiled. 

KIM: And hills covered with bones, skulls. 
WATERMAN: Skulls! (olds his head) 

JESUS (Musing): And the wildflowers are growing through 
the eye sockets. So pretty! 

EVELYN: Oh my God! 

JESUS: Um hmmm? (looking at her questioningly) 

KIM: To soldier one battle is same as other. - 
‘WATERMAN (shaking): Skulls! 
- JESUS (To EVELYN): Put down your broom and help him. 
(to KIM as she tries to get WATERMAN up): He has a 
dream that a skull will roll down into this area and that he'll 
recognize it, and that it will signal .. . somehow . . . the 
end, the last horror, the ultimate one. 

KIM: Is possible, with rain now. . . 
JESUS: Oh it’s going to happen all right. 


WATERMAN sobs and heaves as EVELYN gets him up and 


Waterman / 161 


” over to a water can hee she makes him splash water « on his 


| - j | face. 


KIM: Is he crazy? 

JESUS: His mind can’t hold it. It’s just too much. The 
exactness of his fate is crushing him, that he’s in the same 
spot where he experienced such horror. 

KIM (Strikes table): He is soldier! He must! 

JESUS: He almost can. He has himself together much of the 
time. Forces himself together. 


WATERMAN is sitting on cot as EVELYN wrings out a cloth 
over his head. 


kid . . . Corporal Handleman. Flares. . . artillery . . . 
Harmonicas! Harmonicas! They came playing harmonicas. 
. . So many. So many. My boots filled up with blood! My 


boots! My boots! (He tries to unlace his shoes. EVELYN. 


wants to help but he slaps her hands away.) 

‘EVELYN: Jesus Christ! Can’t you be of some help? 
JESUS: Hand me another beer, will you honey? _ 
WATERMAN: I am on the edge . . . on the edge. (slips 


beer.) 
JESUS (To KIM): Why harmonicas? 
KIM: For the psychology on enemy, but also communica- 
tion in blackness. You hear friends. 
WATERMAN scrabbles up and heads for the table. EVELYN 
hands him the Deer to give JESUS. 


| ass KIM: Now busines Carefully unfolds the paper he has 
ae TERMAN hands the beer to 


WATERMAN: Gone. All of them. Lindsay... the~ - 


~ from cot to floor; EVELYN reaches around him to get the _. 
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KIM: The Chinese People’ S Republis's senses ainnegine | 
~morale. situation in Fourth Showers Point of Imperialist | 
Eighth Army. Concerning new sergeant Zwardowski. If 
situation not corrected will affect operation of showers. The 
‘Chinese People’s Republic reminds again the American 
“ commander that failure of showers means death of all 
Amercian personnel. 
WATERMAN (Triumphantly clicks off lamp for a second): 
- That stops the showers. If they break down themselves this 
same light goes off. 
KIM (Shaking his paper): No! Not fool at me! Guar to 
oes rise) 
' JESUS: Now gentlemen, gentlemen. 
WATERMAN (Who has sat down as KIM was rising): 
Nothing personal. Anyway Zwardowski is a bum, an 
eight-ball. I’d like to get rid of him. 
KIM: He is flower of your army. 
‘EVELYN: Sergeant Allard Waterman is the fiswia of our — 
army . 
JESUS Giddy): Stand up like a flower, Allard. 
KIM (Still reading): The soldier Zwardowski is without 
sexual standards. He will even intercourse a man or animal. 
JESUS: We had a lot of that in Jerusalem. ee 
. + EVELYN: That’s disgusting! | 
KIM (Folding the paper): Of course you had nothing do 
with it. 
JESUS (Musing): Not with men anyway. 
EVELYN (Putting her hand to her Ement) And I have 
‘believed all my life in you. 
‘JESUS: Too much faith is like too much’Ex Lax. (giggles) 
EVELYN: I found myself in thee. 


' JESUS (Snaps): Pll walk yor ¢ and let’s see what I _ 
find. oe one 
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EVELYN: Allard! You simply-cannot Jet him talk that way 

to me. 
WATERMAN (4bsently): Uh, lay off will you Jesus? 
JESUS: Of course. I’m sorry. This stuff (holding up can) is - 

my: weakness. (pondering): Lately just takes one or two. 
EVELYN: Please, please! No more. Leave me some of my — 
Jesus. 
JESUS: I am a man too, Evelyn Morehouse Waterman. And =< 
I was willing to do one fuckin hell of a lot for the likes of Be: 
you, for all the Evelyn Morehouse Watermans since the 

year one. 


She staggers back and collapses on bunk. 


EVELYN: I can’t take any more. I find my man destroyed 

by the army and the Jesus of my faith is . . . ; 
JESUS (Matter-of-fact): An alcoholic. 

EVELYN and WATERMAN: No! 
JESUS: Afraid so. Been in and out of the gutter iozeis of 
times. Pissed my pants. The whole thing. I’m like Water- . 
man. Get ahold of myself with inhuman strength—and then 
I slide. And yet I only had to be crucified once. Poor . 
Waterman has to go through the old trauma all over again. 
EVELYN: Somebody help me. (tries to rise) 

JESUS: Try the other two. : 
KIM: How . . . did you. . .? ere & 
JESUS: Started after the crucifixion. The pain was unbeara- , 
| ble, psychological pain worse. Despair! I died for what? For 

fools who are going on the same way now as they did two 
thousand years ago. Out of my sadness, my sadness, I took 

up booze. 


EVELYN springs up and starts attacking JESUS, beating him 
with her fists. He sits impassive. 
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EVELYN: You.. Jew! ~~ 


“ 


Finally WATERMAN grabs her away and takes her back, sob- 
’ bing, to the cot. 


WATERMAN: Now Ewvie, there’s . . . a war going on. 
KIM: They have little control, the Americans. 

JESUS: They are very angry and can never really find out 
why. But my God do they have theories. 

KIM: I wish they find out why: I go home. 

JESUS: Waterman’ll have to calm her down. She certainly 
is a trial to a man with his problems. 

KIM: Can you help Zwardowski matter? 

JESUS: I have an idea you’ll like. Refugees are right now 
streaming towards these hills. American bombers destroyed 
their villages, either on a lark or by mistake. Waterman will 
send Zwardowski to make sure that these people are or- 
derly. 

KIM: You know we have soldiers mix in . . . these egies 
JESUS: Naturally. 
EVELYN: I heard that, Jesus. You are actually going to kill 
that man. (Attempts to get up but Allard grabs her.) Allard! 
Aren’t you in charge here? Do I have to do everything? 


- JESUS takes out a deck of cards, starts shuffling them. KIM 
brightens at this, starts rubbing his hands. 


KIM: When I was at the Ohio State I love—how you say? 
—Poker. 
JESUS: Five card draw, Jacks or better. deals) 


WATERMAN gets up and starts pacing. 


WATERMAN: If I could tell you about the loneliness, the 
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the the burning of it. It’s like a. . .. spot that grows and 


grows. It’s a scouring, curving, arching thing tight OP: in . 
your throat. Oh Lord! Be 


JESUS Waving his cards as he takes a slug of beer): Not 
now. 

WATERMAN: It’s a horror I just can’t take any more. 
(screaming): And I’m coming to the last time, when I won’t 
get together. The time of the skull! a. 
JESUS: Three little ladies—want to see em? 
EVELYN (Measured anger): My own life isn’t xan. 
peaches and cream, Allard. 


SCENE 6 


Inside WATERMAN’S tent. Night. The single lamp burns. | 


ZWARDOWSKI stands before WATERMAN who sits at his 
table. 


WATERMAN: And so you see—because you’re the only 
man with any real experience. 

ZWARDOWSKI (Shifting around in agitation): Come on 
off it, Sergeant. You can send any dogface on this. I just 
arrived in this goddamm outfit. Haven’t even seen this god- 
damm laundry I’m suppose to run. 
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WATERMAN Pushing map across to him, pointing with 
pencil): As you can see this area here is a paar vul- 
nerable area and . 

ZWARDOWSKI: Didn’t we meet at Ord, at the N.C.O. 
mess at Ord? I know we met somewheres. Dix maybe? 
WATERMAN: You're to keep these people moving and 
look out for infiltrators. There may be Chinese troops in 
there. 

ZWARDOWSKI: What’s the matter with this here Good? 
This corporal? He looks like he got sense. How come you 
don’t send him? Hey, let’s cut it out. We’re both sergeants. 
That counts for something. Don’t send me out on this shit 
detail. I ain’t no fuckin M.P. 

WATERMAN (Getting up, extending his hand): Good luck, 
Sergeant. 

ZWARDOWSKI (Won't shake): 1’ll do it cause I know you 
can sink my ass in a court martial, but you stay away from 
me when I get back, or you’ll like to find my bayonet in 
you. 

WATERMAN: Keep your eyes open. 


_ZWARDOWSKI (Whining): Tl complain to the Inspector 


General’s office too. You'll get burned on account of this, 
Waterman. Burned! (Exits. Off stage): I ain’t no fuckin 
goddamm dogface and I don’t have to do no fuckin god- 
damm dogface duty. 


' 


_ SCENE 7 


WATERMAN’S tent. GOOD and WATERMAN float in from 
different directions. They are dressed as if for a commando raid, 
with blackened faces, branches strapped to their helmets. In the 
single light which splashes their shadows fantastically around, : 
they look somewhat like reindeer. > 


WATERMAN: Now that you’re second in command these - 
assignments. will come your way, Corporal Good. - ae 
GOOD: Oh my. 

WATERMAN: Good, if I don’t come back everything I: . 
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have is in this bax! (Thumps Sgrabeata box atop table.) 
Send it to my wife . . . but you’d better wait a week. She’s 
probably not home yet. 
GOOD: Oh come on, Sergeant, why shouldn’t you. val 
S -WATERMAN: How about Lyle? And Anderson and Brown 
who went on R & R? And Zwardowski never came back 
either. It’s been three weeks. 
ae (GOOD: My guess is that they all went AWOL. 
ee da WATERMAN: I know otherwise, but there are things to put 
Q together before I tell the men. But the pieces are fitting, are 
“3 fitting. I’m getting the picture, getting the whole picture. 
GOOD: Yes Sergeant. 
' WATERMAN: Good. Good. You're different from the 


mee Sa others. You understand. I’ ve been near the edge, Good, and. 
; was slipping over. But now I’m back. I know. And I know 
about Jesus. 


GOOD: (Encouraged): Just a kernel of faith will sustain 
-you. It will keep you from the emptiness of Junior and 
Grease and Figmo. They have nothing to hold onto. 
WATERMAN: But they’re my men and J’ll get them 
through. Uh, before I brief us would you say a prayer? 
(looking for the right map) 

GOOD: Of course. (pause) Savior . 

-WATERMAN: Oh, would you mind leaving ieaiig out, It’s 
a personal matter. God the Father is okay, as-is the Holy 
Ghost. 

GOOD. Oh my God! (but goes on quickly, incorporating 
his exclamation into the prayer) \ook down and bless this 

— mission and our lonely unit. 
% WATERMAN: All right. I think I’ve given enough time for 

Jesus and my wife to clear the area. 

~ GOOD: Sergeant? 

WATERMAN: Amen, uh, amen. 


SCENES _ 


Front of WATERMAN’S tent. Cold early morning. FIGMO _ 
stares towards approach of GOOD, laughs. GOOD enters. 


: FIGMO: Jesus Christ—the 4-F commandos must be back: 
Looks just like the movies. Did you meet the enemy, Good? 
See the whites of their eyes? I mean what the fuck, Good. 
G Damm the torpedos. Full speed ahead. (GOOD staggers.) 
Cause God is always on our side. Did you close with Char- 
lie, Good? Hand to fuckin hand! Ill get right on the type- 
writer and write you up for the Bronze Star. You can give 
me the gory details later. (GOOD stops. FIGMO goes to 
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him to geta ee ipck. ) ‘The ole Rees efict dogface. The - 


American fighting man. How the fuck do we ever win? 
(Totally exhausted, GOOD sinks down to sit on the ground.) 


And where is your leader? Don’t tell me! He sent you on 
while he did the most difficult part of the mission—take a 
shit probably. (tysterical): Well, did you see the Chinese 
encirclers? Are they preparing to swallow us up? Will the 


_ Fourth Shower Point get to live in history? Is it a full combat 


alert? Where are the Life photographers? Maybe I can get to 
blacken myself up too. We’ll have a fuckin minstrel show. 
What did you see, Good huh? What did you see? Huh? 
Huh? Huh? Huh? 

GOOD: I saw . . . something. 

FIGMO: Fuckin Charlie, like on Fuckbrain’s maps? 
(nodding to W ATERMAN’s tent) Fuckin Chinese? Maybe a 
hundred thousand Chinks? 

GOOD: They could be, I. . . (confused) 

FIGMO: Your brain “ig peeling away from 
‘*pie-dough-key.’’ You remember those films they showed 
us in basic. Your pecker drops off just after your nose. You 
might not even notice it’s gone. 


_ GOOD: Then I’1l be like you. 


FIGMO: Good Good Good, naughty! naw-aw-tee! Is this 
Christ’s way? Insulting a fellow trooper, a guy who’d give 


_ you the sleeves out of his vest. 


GOOD (Absolute weariness): Maye you were sent to test 
me. 

FIGMO (Striding around in high excitement): Good Good 
Good Good . . . Good! Let’s cut this endless bickering. 
We’re buddies—all in this together. So you got your lilly 


wet in a dirty pond and rose to the top of the V. D. list. I» 


don’t care. I truly don’t. And I don’t even care that Water- 
man goes crazy and then stiffens up. On alternate days yet. I 
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~ don’t even care if he has imaginary conversations with all 

' the fuckin apostles and they Have a circle jerk over his 
maps. But you two, I just know it Good, (shouting): you . 
two are going to fuck up my points. A straight arrow and? a 
madman! And both with shit for brains! 


GOOD: (With sympathy): You have nothing to hold. You’re -. i 


cracking. ° 

FIGMO: Aaaaagh. Don’t give me that warm piss stuff. igi 
kill you and Waterman too to get out of here, One fuckin 
month. One fuckin lousy month! Then you can all go queer 
together. And you can all play war. 


WATERMAN stumbles in. 


WATERMAN: There’ll be no killing. There’re too many of 
them. We’re going to ease out of here—not blast out. At the 
right time. At the right time. (Vow he’s suddenly 
triumphant.) Well? Did you tell him, Good? Figmo is our 
_ Skeptic. He should be the first to know. 
GOOD: Yes... Sergeant. | 
WATERMAN: There are Chinks out there, Figmo! 
Thousands! Surrounding us. Just surrounding us. And there 
are bones and . . . skulls in the hills. It’s all of a picture. 
FIGMO: And you two are in it, sharing the same fuckin 
whacked-out delusions. Well not.me. The only thing I got- 
left is my sanity—what’s left of it. And you’re never going 
to make me believe we’re surrounded by Charlie when 
we’re fuckin miles behind the line. I am going to rotate, — 
baby! Ro-o-tate! I’m getting out of this hole. 
WATERMAN: [ll do my best for you but we'll have to 
keep up to strength. 
FIGMO: What strength? The Little Sisters of the Poor could ; 
- whip this outfit right now. Where are all the replacements? 
Division is fuckin us royally. 
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“WATERMAN: Weare behind the ling, P. F. C. Van Arden. 
- . It changed and no one told us. (WATERMAN starts very 
calmly to remove his equipment. To FIGMO): Get. that 
- radio! 
FIGMO: I don’t hear anything. 
WATERMAN (With such anger that FIGMO.is paralyzed 
at first): Get that radio! (FIGMO tears into the tent.) 


GOOD removes his helmet, showing that half his forehead is 
~ quite white.- 


WATERMAN: We'll put all our equipment in a pile. ’'m 
going to start a locker called the commando locker. You can 
keep on your shorts. (Both strip to their shorts, 
WATERMAN bPriskly, GOOD in defeated; heavy-limbed 
fatigue.) 


; FIGMO pops his head out of the tent. A shock has rendered him 
giddy. 


FIGMO: Uh, Master Sergeant Allard Waterman, uh, I don’t 
want to interrupt anything “between you two but 


division . . . It’s impossible. It never happens so it 
happens . . . division just made you a captain! A fuckin 
captain! 


WATERMAN neatens up the pile in his pleasure. 


WATERMAN: Put your clothes back on, Good. This © 
- changes everything. (GOOD starts complying in mechani- 
“cal fashion.) They found out about our position here. Jesus 
or Evelyn told them. And they decided that they better get 
‘an officer here. My name will have some weight there now. 
(Now he looks upward and looks as if he is being visited by 
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a mystical experience.) What's first?.. .. Morale I 
guess... Yes... First thing is morale . . . First thing is 
definifely morale. Footballs. I’m going to get the men foot- 

balls. One for each man. (Now he turns his gaze down tobe > 
level with FIGMO’s.) That’s a requisition for footballs right. 
now, Figmo. And a little more respect from you too. 
FIGMO: Yes sir! But begging the captain’s pardon, sir, I 
fear the men will mix them up unless their names are ~ 
Spaulding or Wilson. 

WATERMAN: No sweat. No sweat. Order a stenciling kit 
and we’ll put each man’s name on his football. That’s an 
order! (FIGMO pops back inside.) And Good, you get to — 
Grease and tell him to make me captain’s bars out of some- 
thing. And I’d like one of those sticks that the officers carry _ 
in division. 

GOOD: Yes sir. They call them idiot sticks. 
WATERMAN: Don’t. bother me with these details. You 
men will have to handle them now. 


 besgaon 


r+: SCENES 


The soldiers are lined up with weapons, FIGMO, GOOD, and 
JUNIOR rather sharp, GREASE cleaner than usual but still — 
pretty dirty and droopy. JUNIOR has a camera slung on his hip. — 
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WATERMAN enters ‘went tent. Hei is straight aid ‘ie carries 
_ his idiot stick (a bullet attached to a dowel). He carefully chooses 
a spot from which to address the men. | 


GOOD: Ten-shut! 
WATERMAN (1 his officer’ s voice—smooth and rich, and 
with frequent pauses in which he tries furiously to think): 
Everyone present or accounted for, Corporal Good? 
GOOD: Four present, sir. Eighteen carried on today’s morn- 
ing report as absent without leave. 
WATERMAN: I see. Yes . . . well. We don’t really know 
‘about the disposition of those troopers. At ease men. (He 
blanks for a moment and they shuffle around.) Want. to 
thank you men for carrying on in this . . . underhanded 
way. Division has acknowledged our strategic and moral 
importance and has started . . . flooding replacements to 
us. One has just reported and I want to . . . introduce him to 
you. (calls): Mother! Come on out here, Mother. 
« (MOTHER enters from tent. Somewhat fat, he wears 
kitchen whites and he sports sergeant stripes. He has a faint 
smile which he keeps throughout the rest of the play. He 
stands next to WATERMAN.) Mother is starting her second 
tour in Korea. You can see . . . if. an army travels on its 
stomach... uh... (GOOD leads them in laughing and 
this brightens WATERMAN. JUNIOR continues laughing 
after the others have stopped.) Anyway Mother was for- 
merly chef to General Drum. The fact that we got her. 
shows, uh, illustrates what division is starting to think of us. 
. FIGMO: Yeah they send us all the fairies. Junior better get a 
pair of track shoes. 
’ - WATERMAN: What was that?I.. . uh. . . Troopers will 
. put complaints in the complaint box. I. ..uh.. . want to 
give special thanks to Grease. He has . . . worn two hats for 
months now, but now he can take off his. chef’s hat. 


(WATERMAN leads them | in vagplauaiig and GREASE 


takes a little bow.) And what’s on the menu tonight, 
Mother? 


MOTHER (Somewhat singsongy as s he is fhivoughaady: ; 


Choice of prime rib or lobster newburg. (They applaud 
spontaneously.) 


WATERMAN: Oh, and another thing. Each man will soon 
have his own football. At that time Corporal Good will call ” : 
a meeting to acquaint you with the proper. . . methods: 


of... labeling... (ong pause in which he furiously 
slaps his thigh with his idiot stick.) them! (Now 
WATERMAN starts walking aimlessly away.) 

GOOD: Ten-shut! (JUNIOR bolts away and out of sight. 
This brings WATERMAN 10.) 

WATERMAN: Stop you! Corporal Good, get that trooper’s 
name. 
GOOD (Somewhat hysterically): It’s Junior! 


WATERMAN (Resumes slapping his thigh): Junior? That’s 


not the name of a trooper, a soldier. We’re all men here. 
Deployment of troops to insure maximal inner perimeter 
symmetry and security. Squad tactical articulation. Training 
procedure of Rifle M-1 in order to maximize range and slash 
or field effectiveness! 


GOOD: Shall I go get him sir? 
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WATERMAN: SYMMETRY AND SECURITY! SYM- © = 


METRY AND SECURITY! SYMMETRY AND 
SECURITY! : 
JUNIOR (Of): I’m sorry Sergeant-Captain-Sir but I saw 
this mother-humping thing roll into the area and . . . (enters 
carrying skull) 

WATERMAN: Abhb-ah-ahhh! (while fleeing into tent) - 


JUNIOR (Shrugging): He’s dead. Hey maybe it’s Zwar- ; 
dowski. He still had a lot of money on him. Maybe he found - 
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a moose and she poisoned him or saheniny Serve the 
horny fucker right. 

FIGMO: If this really is the Blood Bowl as crazy Waterman 
thinks then there are lots of skulls up there. They'll be 
rolling down every day. It’s spring. Rains loosen them. I’m 
getting out of here in a couple of weeks. You guys can carry 
on knee-deep in skulls. (WATERMAN groans within.) 
How I hate this place and all you lousy fuckers. (hugs 
himself) I can hold on for two lousy weeks. I won’t let go. 

JUNIOR: Here Grease, get my camera. (an awkward mo- 
ment as JUNIOR has to shift the skull from hand to hand to 
enable GREASE to lift the strap over JUNIOR’s head.) 
Now open it up. It’s all set—just focus. 


~ JUNIOR is posing with the skull under his arm. 


JUNIOR: Just get the top half and the bottom half of the 

skull together. Turn the little lever there. 

GREASE: Oh yeah. Pretty good. Wait’ll I push the do- 
jigger. 

- FIGMO: I’m going to puke. Look at it. It’s a, recruiting 

poster. Join the Army—where old friends get together. 

JUNIOR: Here. Take another, Grease. (holds skull under 

chin) 

FIGMO: Which twin has the Toni? 

WATERMAN (From tent): Sergeant Waterman, you don’t 


see the big picture, the BIG PICTURE. 


WATERMAN (His old voice): I worry about the men, sir, 
‘ the men. 


. Now JUNIOR holds the skull off to the side as if it’s a basketball 
‘and he’s going to dribble it. 


GREASE: Don’t move so fast. I’m losing the focus part. 
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' (JUNIOR freezes.) Got it! That there’s a real good one. 
JUNIOR: Here. (offers GREASE skull) Let’s change and 
Pil get you. 

_ GREASE: I don’t want the fuckin thing. Ugh! 

FIGMO: Go on, Grease. It’s cleaner than you are. Anyway. 
the birds might do the same job on us all before long—if 
we’re attacked by the Chinks in Waterman’s dreams. — 


JUNIOR finally persuades GREASE to take skull by shoving it: 
into his stomach, snatching his camera back. JUNIOR takes __ 
several photographs from differing angles—a parody of the fash- 
ion photographer. 

JUNIOR Gesturing to GOOD to take skull): Okay Good, 

come on. Get you on the cover of Life. 

FIGMO: Yeah. How.I lost my dick for my country. 


GOOD: No thanks. (To FIGMO) Why in hell did you buy 


him that Leica? Or did you steal it from your own PX? © 
We'll all be plagued with it now. 

FIGMO: What? How? / didn’t . . 

GOOD: Oh come on! Junior can’t keep secrets. Besides it 
may be the only generous thing you’ ve ever done, perverted 
but generous. 

FIGMO: Just be careful, Good, there’s a lot of things you 
don’t understand. 

GOOD: Undoubtedly. But this isn’t one of them. 


JUNIOR takes skull from GREASE and tosses it to FIGMOas . 
FIGMO lunges for GOOD. FIGMO catches it awkwardly. 


JUNIOR: Nice catch, Figgie. Nobody looks good all the 
time. 


JUNIOR starts photographing FIGMO. 
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- FIGMO: You better not take- -it, Good. You fnight | bee in 
your Christian pants. 

GOOD: Actually, I’d like to look it over. 

. FIGMO: Here. (Giving it to him) He had pie-dough-key too, 
Good, notice where the eyes have rotted out. 

GOOD: Thank you so very much. (He holds it out at arm’s 
length.) _ . 

FIGMO: Why great balls ‘of fire! What all are we-going to 
get with a year of college and all that warm piss Bible? 
Good, Good, you poor sonofabitch. You only got two op- 
tions. Alas poor Yorick I knew him well (that’ s real clever) 
or (bass): this only shows that the life of man on this earth is 
short but eternal life, why that fuckin goes on forever and 

ever. 

GOOD (Brings skull back in towards his body): Something 
like that. 

- FIGMO: I wouldn’t try either of those, old Straight Arrow, 
I’d think of something new. I'd really really try to think of 
something new. 

GOOD: But I’m not all that smart, Figmo, not as smart as 
you. I’ve made lots of mistakes even before I got V.D., but 
you only made one. And as much as I can’t help gloating 
about it, it makes me see that there’s some hope for you. For 
you have touched your fellow man. 

GREASE: His fellow man’s what? 

GOOD: And I can laugh and yet feel for you too. 

FIGMO (Furiously shaking head as if to fling GREASE’s 
comment off): Yeah Good I’d say something entirely new 
for the first time in your shitty little life. All your sanc- 

‘timonious pap, all your two-cent shit wisdom stops here. 
(Swings carbine off his shoulder and points it at GOOD. 
GREASE and JUNIOR move away.) 

MOTHER: Now, now. Boys. ~ 
FIGMO (Screaming): Cause I’m going to blow you fuckin 7 


a. 
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up. I’m going to blow you fuckin up if you don’ t for the first 
time in you Jesus-cornball life say something . 


GOOD (Shaken, though the words come out fairly ead): I : | 


see. If I insist on being myself I’ll be killed. 

FIGMO: Simple fuckin ball game. Two rules. 

GOOD: Then maybe I can find a compromise. 

FIGMO: I wouldn’t. 

GOOD: Find a way to save face for us both. 

MOTHER: Far enough, fellows. 

GOOD (Shaking, slowly stretching out his arm to hold the 
skull at length again): How about . . . (fairly long pause; 
very slowly, hoarsely, meaningfully): He was a fellow of 
infinite jest, Horatio. 


_ FIGMO fires three times, propelling GOOD backwards and over 


on his stomach. After a half-second the skull rolls from his 
fingers. 


JUNIOR: Jesus Christ! He didn’t say that. . . neither of . 


those things. Jesus Christ! 
FIGMO (Letting the rifle hang down): Close enough. It was 
_ a judgement call—like in baseball. 


GREASE: Help Corporal Good, Lord, cause he would pray 


for me. 
‘MOTHER (To JUNIOR): Private, take the P.F.C.’s 
weapon. Son, would you mind giving the Private your 


weapon? (Since FIGMO hardly knows he has it, JUNIOR. 


takes the carbine away from him easily.) Just handle it by 
the strap there, son. Good. And now, hand it to me. 

(Méanwhile GREASE has approached GOOD and attempts 
to see under him.) Leave him be, son. We found out-in the 
last war that it wasn’t the best idea to turn them over. - * 

GREASE: But he may be. . . 

MOTHER: No. You come back here and guard the pris- 
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= oner. There’ s agood oy: And? m take this into the captain. 
~ (MOTHER enters tent.) 


FIGMO, who has stood blankly, now sinks to his knees, kind of 
~ swivels to a sitting position where he rocks back and forth while 
' putting a fist up to his forehead. GREASE steps away a bit, 
- conscious for the first time that he is guarding FIGMO. JUNIOR 


"shuffles his feet, occasionally going over to the tent to eavesdrop. 


He’s very restless. 


JUNIOR (Exploding out of him): Look, by the time Water- 
man does anything we’ll all be old men! Why don’t we do 
something? . 
GREASE: I’ve got a job. 
- JUNIOR: No. I mean... Jesus if you have to wait like 
- 5 this . . . e’s waving his arms, almost dancing; sings): In 
a cavern, in a cavern, excavating for a mine. He stops 
_ -singing to exhort the others with his arms.) 
GREASE: Junior, you must be the biggest cookaboo here. 
JUNIOR: No! Come on! It’ll make the time go. You too, 
Figmo. (GREASE half-heartedly joins JUNIOR in singing; 
even FIGMO puts in fragments as he rocks. Their voices 
fade out before they finish the song.) 
JUNIOR: You know . . . that there Good made sense at 
times. 
FIGMO: He shot him. Shot him. Jesus Christ I’ve never 
seen anything like it. © 
JUNIOR (Ignoring FIGMO): Look, look, we don’t have to 
sing. Grease can tell us a story. Grease tells great stories. 
GREASE: No. No. 
JUNIOR: Aw come on. (To FIGMO): He has us pissing in 
our pants laughing. 
~ GREASE: I can’t tell no story and be a guard too. 
JUNIOR: Course you can. Just look at him for Cri-sakes. 
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“He ain't going anywheres. (FIGMO is rocking.) 
GREASE: Well . . - _ , 

JUNIOR: Aw come on. 


GREASE: Get off my back a second will you. Just trying to. . 


think of one. Yeah. Okay. Well see, there was this granny 
woman lived in Pike and this guy went-to her for bleeding © 
piles you know, and she made him take off his shirt and she 
soaked the shirtail in some stuff she kept in a pickle barrel. 


And when he was riding home—or maybe was to his - me 


girlfriend’s house—why this white thing chased him. . 
through the woods on his horse. He’d ook back, there it'd | 
always be you know. Faster he’d go faster this here ghost 

would go. Finally got to his girlfriend’s house and like to : 
have a heart attack before he come to find out it was his 
shirtail that was following him, had come out of his pants -- 


and... 
JUNIOR: Hey that’s great! How about another? 
FIGMO: It’s. . . two stories. Mother fuckin two stories. 


Two stories. Two. d 
_ JUNIOR: Shit, Figmo. You just ruin everthing, every fuc- — 
kin thing. 


GREASE stiffens, hurt; JUNIOR shrugs, as if to lighten things 
for GREASE; FIGMO just slowly rocks. : 


Now. FIGMO starts saying WATERMAN ’s name, almost as if « 

recalling individual experiences with WATERMAN. 
FIGMO (Very visceral, building in intensity): | 
Waterman... Waterman... Waterman . . . Waterman. 


Individually, JUNIOR and GREASE join him in a sporadic fash- 
ion, sometimes in FIGMO’s pauses, sometimes together with 
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He ain't going 5 anywheres, (FIGMO i is s rocking. )- 
GREASE: Well . 

JUNIOR: Aw come on. ; 
GREASE: Get off my back a second will you. Just trying to. © 


think of one. Yeah. Okay. Well see, there was this granny S ie 
woman lived in Pike and this guy went-to her for bleeding =.” 


piles you know, and she made him take off his shirt and she 
soaked the shirtail in some stuff she kept in a pickle barrel. 
And when he was riding home—or maybe was to his _ 
girlfriend’s house—why this white thing chased him . 
through the woods on his horse. He’d look back, there it’d 
always be you know. Faster he’d go faster this here ghost. 
would go. Finally got to his girlfriend’s house and like to ~ 
have a heart attack before he come to find out it was his 
shirtail that was following him, had come out of his pants - 
and... 

JUNIOR: Hey that’s great! How about another? 

FIGMO: It’s . . . two stories. Mother fuckin two stories. 
Two stories. Two. 


7 JUNIOR: Shit, Figmo. You just ruin everthing, every fic “s a 


kin thing. 


GREASE stiffens, hurt; JUNIOR shrugs, as if to lighten things 
for GREASE; FIGMO just slowly rocks . 


Now FIGMO starts saying WATERMAN’s name, almost as y aie: 


ReCaHiins individual experiences with WATERMAN. 
FIGMO (Very visceral, building in intensity): 


Waterman ... Waterman... Waterman... Waterman. 


Individually, JUNIOR and GREASE join him in a sporadic fash- 
ion, sometimes in FIGMO’s pauses, sometimes together with 
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him. Just before the light i in WATERMAN's tent goes out ee: 
' are saying “WATERMAN” in chorus . 


 FIGMO and JUNIOR and GREASE: Waterman... 
Waterman .. . Waterman. 


The ever-burning light clicks off inside the tent. 


